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EPISODE FIVE
MIMOSA SAX.

The boat glimmered for a moment on the
outermost edge of our vision.then it
slipped over th«* horizon edge and dis¬

appeared. There remained the silver wake
of moonlight.unbroken, serene.
"Have you any regrets?" I asked.
Jimmy, the unconquerable, turned to me

with tii" brn.i'!*' t >1 Jiiflmv grins. "No 1
guess not. They couldn't have made me
edltor-1 n-<-hlef. even if we had pulled off the
stunt.and you're still Beatrice."

"That's why we had to let them go.that's
exactly the point."
Jimmy saw it!
"Well, we'll surely have letters from the

President and the Secretary of War. and
Mimosa San will .all down countless bless-
Inns on our heads. Those must be the re¬
wards of our well-doing. Those we'll re¬
ceive."

Hut we didn't. Brayton was grateful; the
paper had another "beat".and the next
morning brought a letter from Anna ex¬
plaining it all; but M .ran has not forgiven
us yet. As for that, 1 am not sure lie irian-
¦tgefl his pn rt »-f t h?* aftair very well. Anna
is still at large, you see.
The affair began when I found in mymorning s mail a letter on the stationeryof the Nippon Tea Oarden. It read likethis:

"llonnmltle Minium Fairfax.f. reel|nK*.
I « rile to know If )uu will »(-nri line
ehiimi to iiiilia|i|ij- Jnpnnenr ictrl tvliotc
liurr rnllnuK iitintlii-r M1muna Sun."

I confess that I smiled as 1 laid down the
letter.it was a smile of toleration. I did
not then understand the subtlety which maytake i >s«-e.ssion of the simplest little daut;h-
tei of Japan when she loves.
And then Jimmy Barton came into the

office with his usual breezy manor of hav¬
ing ever> thing i:i the world to do. and of
meiming to do it with a combination of the
greatest possible haste and efficiency.
Without any particular premeditation I

turned to Jimmy .

"W ill you take me to the Nippon Garden
this afternoon?" I asked.
With unfading gallantry'Jimmy remarked

that he would be ver\ glad to take me any-where. After tnat there was a resumptionof activities. W« newspaper folk have not
much time for conversational sparring dur¬
ing otlice hours!
Jimmy and I started off jn plenty of time

for f> o'clock tea. The Nippon Garden was.
I use th>- "wis" advisedly -a charming little
place out on a road which wandered shylyfrom tli" Pelham Parkway into the heart
of Westchester. It seemed like a bit of
Japan, wafted magically from Orient to Oc¬
cident.
Plant-eyed girls in garb of the Oriwit pat¬

tered around with an air of Pinging to serve
and of dainty inefficiency which, however,
did not lessen their charm.
For a moment I reflected that it was

rather pathetic to l>p a woman on business
bent Instead of Just a girl coming for a cupof delicious afternoon tea. And then I re¬
membered that this was Mimosa Sati's affair,
not mine, so I spoke to the first little maiden
who approached and asked for Mimosa S'an.
The crirl made a ceremonious bow and went

over tr. a pretty littlf creature who was
perched hich on that typically western bit
of furniture, a chasjiier stool. The little
adjuster of finances climbed down from her
lofty perch and came over to us.

Willi Fhy sweetness, she asked; "What
T can do for honorable Missus and Mister.
that my pleasure."

"This is your letter.is it not. Mimosa
Pan ?"
The girl took it eagerly. "Oh.you Bea¬

trice Fairfax? Honorable Missus Fairfax?
I think I have great honor.

"Yes. I am Miss Fairfax, Mimosa San. I
came in reply to your little letter- -and now
if you will tell us your story l will try to
help you."
Mimosa had ventured to fall in love with

Hako Satsu, manager of the Nippon fea
Garden. She thought he loved her too.
though he had not said so.they had only
been the "eye-glances" and looks such as
Mimosa was quite sure I could understand.
Jimmy looked most tremendously bored.

as if lie had much more important things
to think about than the romances of a pretty
little Japanese maid. He devoted himself to
his tea with ardor, and when that was
fiinshed. fell back on a cigarette to console
himself for his wasted time.

All had gone well with Mimosa's romance
until that very day, when a handsome, well-
groomed woman had come to the Tea Oar-
den. Satsu had ushered her to a table as
was his wont, and prepared to walk away,
.when she called him and invited him to sit
down. lie looked surprised, but did as the
woman asked. The stranger smiled and
leaned over to Satsu. Suddenly she put her
had over his.
"And oh. Missus Fairfax, when 1 see that.

how she smile to him and take, hands, a
dragon come into my heart and claw so it
hurt. I bear that.but what I cannot bear
is when waitress girl bring him in hat,
coat and stick. He get up and co out.
with her.with that stranger. I think she
not so much prettier than Mimosa San, but
he go, and pretty soon I follow.

"I think if he can go anywhere with her,
T can go after. He find Mimosa San little,
hut she fight. He go with her to what you
call apart me.nt-fiat. T stay outside. I think
to.myself. Mimosa San she like to kill Span¬
ish lady who make secret sign to Hako."
And with startling suddenness at. Just

that particular moment, Jimmy straightened
up from his slouching position of horedotn
and became absolutely alert. He was so
tense, so vividly eager, that even the little
Japanese girl noticed it She flashed him a
coriuetish smile, and dimpled with delight
at her success as a story teller.
But T knew that James Barton was on the

trail of a big story.
When Mimosa San spoke, of the Spanish

lady who had come to the Tea Garden and

had stolon away Hako .Satsu s fickle
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They re in

answered ?\e telephone.
ar<l Hilrnes

Jimmy's conversation meant an extra for

.... 1' -h. n,:v" N-L«,"v,rr,!,n \iv, r,;r"!
two dangerous spies.

trail of

The headline of the extra read:
IWKXTOirs PI.A \ S STOLEN

Urnyton nine Sight in the Hand, .f spJc,.

th-il' \ir I'ot particularly surprising, is it

Which told how the Spa .h v k S,1,CT

this kiiowTedg^ woub?^
taVdePr"Fr'.M1,setlCfi wai,rf.ss approached our

Phone?"
' Mln,osa S;,n- Vou come tele-

toJMimosleanC(1 aCr0"9 the tal)1° and 8P°k®

aske3V°U ah°W UB WhCre they wcnt?'

Hefore the girl <-<ni 1«1 answer the waitress
repeated earnestly: "You come telephone*,Mimosa San.you conic now."

Hittlc Mimosa San held the fate of nationsin her tiny hands that day.
She came over to the tahle and spokewith a courtesy from which some of the

eager desire to win a friend had gone:
"Vou excuse me, please that ! cue so

long. It very important."
"Yes, Miss Fa1!-fax will ex.-u: < you," "Tied

Jimmy in the t »ne > ' a royal interpreter."Anil now you mu:-t show us wh*re theywent." >

A sudden change blurred the girl's face
to an appearance of indistinctness. Her
heady brown eyes filmed over, her clear-
cut features settled into a mould of im¬
passivity. The spirit of the Orient cur¬
tained itself from the eyes of the West. The
soul of Mimosa San eluded us.

"I don't remember." said the nir 1.
"O, come, Miss Mimosa San, you must re¬

member."

Rut Mimosa Sa:i only shoo): i,r.r head. "1
don't remember. 1 like to oblige any friend.Honorable Missus Fairfax.but your New
York so i>i<; r never find my way same place
two time. 1 sorry.1 discreetly sorry."
"Discreetly sorry" Mimosa San remained* Dis¬

cretion temp- red her thanks t" tne.gracious,
sweet, indifferent thanks to a friend who
simply did not matter any lor.srer.

She escorted us to tlie en'rance of the
tea-room with punctilious politeness, tin-
colored by any show of the vivid, carter
personality which had leaped to greet us
at our coming.
Miss Fairfax, would you mind taking the

. heck.I've got to hurry bad: to the paper,"said Jimmy, and. under cover of Mimosa
San's interest in the way in which Western
men treated Western women, he whispered:

"If she goes out. follow her. and meet tne
at Moran's."
Moran i."» the proprietor of the best detec¬

tive aijency in New York. He is a jovial,
amiable soul whose looks belie his charac¬
ter and shrewd mind alike But Moran be¬
lied himself, as 1 know him, in the case of
the Nippon Tea Harden. He wasn't amiable
about our share of it. nor was he particu¬
larly amiable about ins share of it.the
handling of Anna.
To ro on with my story. Jintp.y left me.

to all appearances, cavalierly, am. 1 paid the
..heck and escorted myself out of the Nippon
Tea Harden. It is under other management
now. but I never shall return. The Nippon
Tea Harden was the setting for Mimosa San.
She will never revisit it nor will I.

I found a taxi at the very entrance and 1
hid myself in its dark, upholstered depth.--.

After a few m'nutes out came a cloaked
and veiled figure. I knew little Mimosa at
once, in soi'e of her it.effectual disguise,
and I ordei'ed the taxi driver to follow her.
Slowly my little lady of Nippon walked

down the street. Slowly my taxi followed
her.
Never was a chase more blind. Naturally

my sympathies were with the girl who had
written me for help, even though the little
daughter of the Orient had tacitly dismissed
me when her problem finally solved itself
without my aid.
What message had come over the telephone

wires'.' It seemed hardly possible that any
word llako Satsu could send his neglected
sweetheart would be sulliciently persuasive
to swing her from her jealousy of him to a
sudden attitude of guarded enmity toward
us.

I wondered vaguely what news value the
story could have for Jimmy and why he
had suddenly gone in search of our faith¬
ful ally. Detective Moran.

1 found myself in a labyrinth of iiuestions,
to -\\hich there seemed no plausible answers.
So I followed. At last Mimosa stopped in

front of an apartment building.perhaps
this would prove to be the "apartu\cnt-flat"
of which she had spoken.

I paid my driver, anil cautiously on foot
I crept after the little Japanese girl. Once
in the apartment building, she climbed the
stairs, and I meekly followed after. At last
she came to the apartment she was seeking,
rang the doorbell, and a second later sho
was admitted.

T hurried down to a telephone booth and
called Moran's. Then I gave Jimmy the ad-
dress and number of the apartment in which
Mimosa Sail had sought refuge.

"We'll l»o there in a jiffy.twenty minutes
or half an hour at the outside. You hold
the fort, Miss Fairfax," came back Jimmy'svoice over the telephone.

I hur'Pieil back to the building into the
depth of which Mimosa San had vanished.

At one side of it was a dark alley-way,and sketched against the dingy gray wall
was a zig-zag of fire-escapes. Beneath one
of them stood a large limousine. There was
a gap of two or three feet between its topand the lowest fire-escape. I measured the
distance with my eye. a careful examination
of the muscular development of my arms,and climbed to the. top of the car. A mo¬
ment later I wan swinging in spacc.
The threads of the plot which was devised

in tho Nippon Tea Harden must bo gathered

;iinl woven into tin; pattern which had taken
definite form, although I knew nothing of
it.
So I shall hurry ahead twenty-four hours,

and tell you of a loiter which came to me
the next morning and lay singled out from
its companions by my special delivery stamp
respecting ollice boy Arnold.

1 share Arnold's respect for special de¬
livery stamps. > I promptly opened the
hauntinir-l'ioi; m; letter. dashingly addressee:
"Senorita le-.ilrix Fairfax."

! knew aliiiM.si instinctively that it must
l>e from the Spanish woman who had slipped
into my knowledge and out of it the day
before. I was right.
Anna «'ortes" letter lies before me as I

write. You .shall have it word for word.
"J >ea.r Kcnorita.Your American detective

is an idiot. Cut you, 1 think, are rather
clever.only a little soft-hearted. Well. I
admire cleverness.and I am a little soft¬
hearted myself. Yon shall see.
"You and the nice young man with the

grin will always be mystified as to my pari

Mimosa San assumes charge of the situation.

in the st-iry of that little Japanese doll-baby. Mimosa San. unless I make it clearto you. It was not a cruel part. Hear iuqout from the beginning.and then Judge be¬
tween Us".

"I ant a spy in the employ of theJapanese government so much I grant you,hut why not? My husband, my father, mybrothers all had a part in the war for Cuba.And they all diet! iti the vain ficht thatCuba. which belonged to Spain and of rightstill belongs to Spain, might be true to thetraditions of the men who discovered yourcountry for you, and who settleil her islands.
"Wo have our ideals, too.but you do notthink of that, do you?
""Cuba libre' meant poverty and lonelinessfor me. It left ine widowed, orphaned.an

enemy to your country. Again I ask you,why not? You have no answer, have you,Senorita Fairfax? Head on then, and judgeme fairly.
"I came to your country. J became a gov¬

erness.a teacher of languages. The paywas small, because I was a woman, young,and possessed of some of the beauty of the
women of Castile, there were plenty of in¬
stills from the husbands of my employers.Hut the women never noticed ine.to them I
was a machine, a talking machine of lan¬
guages.

"Then I met some of the educated Japan¬
ese who are aliens ton the "Yellow Peril' of
your country. They an ;i real peril. I grant
you that; but they were kind to me, an alien
like thcmselv.
"The pay of the spy is better than the

pj y of a governess. The Japanese were the.
tirst to treat me kindly. What matter if it
was not disinterested? What matter if they
meant to use me for their own ends? Theyused me kindly, llememhcr that.

"Atid so was it not inevitable that I bc-
Ciinie a spy in the pay of the Japanese?

¦'Often to our sectet councils there came
a young son of Japan whose name they told
ino was llako Satsu. His voice was musical,his manner charming and lie seemed in¬
different tr. ;i11 the women at "iir meetings.Me, he never noticed. 1 resented that. I
determined that he should notice me some
day.
"And then, at last, the day came. Number

Five, chief dignitary of our counsels here In
New York, gave me a dangerous mission. I
did not fear the mission I it took
mo to llako Satsu of the Nippon Harden.

"I went to his garden and urged him to
sit with me at my table while I had tea. He
wis quite indifferent until I gave him my
message: 'I am sent out by Number Five.'
"Then he looked at me calmly and dis¬

passionately.with an impersonal interest,but with interest nevertheless. He reached
into his pocket and held out to me a small
paper disk. It was numbered seventeen.
"Then I in turn gave him my message. It

read: 'Number Seventeen will accompanybearer and follow instructions. For the
Motherland. Number Five.'

"While he read, I looked about the Har¬den. A pretty little Japanese waitress.'.a
very doll-baby of a girl, stood watching us.Over her tiny face expressions chased them¬
selves fairly hurling out their punystrength against me.Anna Cortes y Teixa,

"f smiled to myself: 'So this was the secretof llako Satsu's indifference. This doll-babygirl. Well. I noe<] not fear her as a rival.'
"Satsu finished the note, nodded and toreif up. The baby-girl stood watching us

sadly.
"T leaned towards Satsu and laid my hand

over his. 'You will come.for the Mother¬land?' 1 asked.
"'I will come,' he replied gravely. Andhe. drew his hand away.
"Then 1 remembered that I was AnnaCortes, daughter of a Spanish Hon, and that

my fathers had dwelt in the corridors of thoAlhambra. 1 registered a vow that llako
Satsu, who was a man meant to do great
work in the world of diplomacy, should not
waste his power.his chance to be the man
he was meant to be.on the silly little slant-
eyed doll who stood watching us so sorrow¬
fully.
"Remember that my life was stripped otall things.live, protection and position.

ami that Hako Satsu was the first to find
the pathway loading to its corridors. lto-
mem her. Vou arc a. woman.-do you blame
me ?

"llefore lie left the Garden with me he
had smiled.smiled once. That was a begin-
ning. (Mir work took us first to my apart*
'"'Mil. There we had to plan what we must
do. Hut before we had finished planning tho
work of the Motherland I meant that Hako
Sat:;u should notice that 1 was a woman,
and heautiful.
"And when the work was done, the little

Japanese girl might sigh all she liked; she
would he in, the Nippon Tea Garden and
Anna Cortes and Hako Satsu would be on
board a launch which should carry them
ami that which they haJ been sent to ob¬
tain out to a waiting ship."

I looked from my reading of the letter.
Anna Cortes' plan might have fulfilled itself
.but for a force bigger and finer than her
i'astilian abandon to emotion.the force of
love.

I dreamed a minute of the primitive,
world-old rauaeu which had made Anna

w?r;*s^r.,m,.w?r.rr."" """.1 «.« .»

."¦¦nlv.z* J.even think you know why. Hut vou 'aretnr°VK'.«,n °r r,n,\,!'i"P >'»» cannot know un-

hear tfill 1ike°youj Ann" is soft-
"We made our plans.and then we carriedthem out. very cleverly. I think. A ureatlimousine was placed at our disposal. Satsudisguised h niseif in the uniform «.f a chauf",Vr; J*"®*?,!?8 l\nri pi,k wind-mask coveredhis face. The Motherland protects her chil¬dren when they perforin missions.
He brought the car to my door as if hewere servant and I employer. There wasno time to waste, so wc drove like mad out

Mier ^ +1 hlSt WC °a,lle l" a benfl .»the mad. There was no one in sight.
ii w*cn' forward to reconnoitre, and
iiunts

re,urno'1 to complete our arrangc-
"With a wrench he loosened the hub-canfrom one <>f the wheels until the wheel wassure to coine off with a few more hundredyaids of driving Next/ he put oil on the.ense plates and threw dust upon them so

distaii"' ',l>'>oar ho had come from a great
"Then he returned to the wheel, and ho

.he h »<T. V ;7"T"' ,hft curve which led totno house wo. had t?ome to rob.
"Slowly and carefully Satsu drove aroundthe curve, and just as we got to the ro-.doutside the house where Number Five had.inJi r 'V""su P"1 on a Hitle burst of speed,and the loosened wheel came off. The cardrop,.,-,! ,, Rlde nf the roa(J f ^ «r

flr« i ,~r"Un 'Is t,1n,,ch 1 '"id fallen. Hutfirst I tore my forehead with mv fingernailsmvUiVl"'S" i s. ' "Uvavs l,Par *l»e scar onm\ brow. I do not care. There are deepersears on my heart.
After I had fallen Satsu leaped from the

for ho|. S,".op?rt MV«r then he shoutedthor/I \ presently from the housethere lame the man we were seeking.He lie I perl Satsu carry me within and°y . °n th0 COUf;h- »n«l then In a moment
*. n,s. 0,,r hosl unconscious,or Satsu struck him a sharp blow across

lii?^h^kK.°f,thc. ",Prk- Tl,° ""pact of the
Hravton r. d 'V WOrk HUickly. and

7 i
man >,iul come to despoil-.fell in a heap at the side of the couch.fr!r0,tV.V ..W'! ",,0,th° inner room to searchfor th.it which we had been sent to take."On tho table before us lay an envelopewJSon!.! ;nriKadier-General Ilayncs,

it "onen" '"n." ".P°.n \hc. ""'Hopo and tore
m- .,.t ' '"'?a'ned blue prints of thehoCV hi" ,* V' "tV &,°therlaiid neededthose blue prints. Knowledge of themmight save her a fortune in lives and equip¬ment some day. «.qmp

,..''r,ak(1> ^H.su looked at me and smiled-'¦I# ? ' w? h:l vo f,one uHI Now we mustr |"ar1,1" or<l,'r and return to your hon-tV.frAn" 1 "¦'* .»¦»-

m?.",;',",:';;' Joy"u*,y- 1»<"">
"Again we drove desperately, for therewas indeed need of haste. re

"We passed very few "cars. I rememberonly one. A despicable little mass of metal<,°worrtl1 ,n side of the road to lot" M> ' leaped forward to see if one' ..,p',,r.PV,p "light be driving that car.riiat, 1 suppose, was the beginning of theend for inc. Hut what does it matter? K,,rthe end was fore-doomed because I have atender heart, and could not take her loverfrom the doll-faced baby of the tea-garden.I meant to! Oh, yes! I meant to, and ithink I might have succeeded."There was an extra out. Vour paper Isclever. It blazoned for all to see how cre-itarmy secrets had been stolen by a man and
them'1"' ai"1 <hat a" were closed to

"Hill even your clever paper could notknow of the little launch which was wait¬ing for us! We decided to lie hidden in my. partmcnt until dark. And I qloried in thelong hours till darkness which would cive
me my chance to win Hako Satsu."Wo had nothing to do during all thosehours but talk. And so It came about that

ho told mo of Mimosa San. He called her
his little 'Almond Blossom.' He told me
how sweet and gentle she was, and how
much she loved him.
"And at hist I. poor tender-hearted fool,said to him: 'Hut Satsu. you need not leave

Mimosa San behind. they will take one
woman on the launch. They will not car*which one of us it may be. Mimosa Skashall have my place.'

" 'But the Motherland?" gasped HakoSatsu.
" 'I shall work here for the Motherland.She shall work there in my place by yourside across the sea.where I am not going.not going now that I know of Mimosa Sanand your love for her.' So I spoke. But T.knew all the while that it was not so. Thatshe could never do the work I might havedone.
"Your government will not take me, Sen-norlta Fairfax. A Cortes y Teixa does notgo to the cell where perhaps the night be¬fore a common thelf was housed. I amfree.I shall remain free.
"Is there any message you can send me.

any work you «oan give me that shall sayyou think perhaps I was Justified? .1 knowT w"s. but I am lonely.and I have losta r- thing: the award for my work, the
u ui K itself, and even perhaps.life.
"The Motherland lies in wait and passessentence on those who fail her. T am lonely.Have you any word for me? Remember Imight have taken Mimosa San's lover, andI did not steal him. The plans I took.butI am no love thief.
"What have you to say to

"ANNA CORTES T TEIXA?"
If I confess that there were tears in my.yes, will anyone think the worse of me?
I never heard from Anna Cortes again. Ihave never even had news of her. I oftenwonder if ever our paths will cross again.Sometimes I feel that the Motherland ex¬acted from her a heavy penalty for failure.It seems to me that she was a brave andsplendid soul who had blundered much, butwho retrieved it all when her big momentcame. But when I swung from the fire-escape outside of her apartment none of thesympathy which came to me a day laterhad a place in my heart.
I caught at the lowest rung of the ladderand pulled myself up gradually from onecross-section of that fire-escape to another.
What waited to rme at the top?
Directly my message came to Jimmy Bar¬ton he and Moran and Brayton embarkedin the reporter's little car and started on %wild ride for One Hundred and Thirty-sixthstreet. At the best, however, there was no.hope that they would arrive within the halfhour, and Jimmy had asked me to "hold thefort" In the meanwhile.
So f made my adventurous little climb upthe fire-escape, peering in window afterwindow on my upward Journey.
At last I got the view of interior decora¬tions for which I was seeking. Through awindow on one of the upper floors I caughta glimpse of my little Mimosa San. Iopened the window cautiously and venturedin with a decidedly sympathetic feeling ofall housebreakers.
I crept across the room on tiptoe andpecked through the keyhole of a door whichhad of a sudden disobligingly shut itself.In the lighted living room beyond I coulddiscern three figures* Mimosa San and agood-looking young Jap in earnest conver¬sation, while a magnificent woman of warm.Oriental beauty paced the floor watchingthem with emotions which any editor of acolumn of advice to lovers must have found

easy to interpret.
Mimosa Sail's happiness was hers again.that was evident. Her ivory cheeks wererose-flushed, her eyes sparkled and therewas a tremendous sweetness about her lips.She seemed utterly oblivious of everything inthe world hut the man at her side and ut¬terly conscious of every glance and intona¬tion which emanated from him.
And the beautiful woman who was pacingthe floor so feverishly had the tragic lookof the ignored "Tortium-quid."
I keyed myself to a nervous tension ofconcentration which was actually physicallypainful.
And then, propitiously, that little friendof conspirators.the telephone bell.rang.The beautiful woman whom I had beenmentally likening one moment to a cagedtigress and the next to a drooping poppy,went to the telephone. She listened for amoment; then turned to Satsu and spoke Ina voice whose rich vibrant quality 1 blessedeven while I admired it.
"The launch is at Pier N*o. 25.East River,"she said.
Intuition told me that they would h#armed. I was one atraitist them. I wasquite defenceless. I simply could not letthem get away.and yet I dared not attempta resistance which might block Jimmy'splans by revealing to them the fact thatthey were followed.
They crossed the room to a door which Iknew must open on the hallway. I laid myhand on the knob of the door opposite, be¬hind which I had found shelter.sonvethincmust be done at once.
In another moment the hall door opened."from the outside.
Jimmy, our friend Moran, and a third manwhom I recognized as Brayton, rushed In.The inventor seized the Spanish womanwhen she tried to run past him. HakoSatsu dashed toward my door. I opened itquietly and stepped Into the room. Wewere four to three now. What hope wasthere that our enemy could escape? A sec¬ond later Moran whipped out a guti andordered Satsu to put up his hands.
With c.Tgcr attention I watched the work¬manlike way in which Detective Moransearched the Jap. Presently his clevernesswas rewarded, for he discovered a blueenvelope which he handed to Brayton, whoreceived It as if it were a kidnapped childmagically restored to its parent.
Xo one was paying any attention to littleMimosa San. Suddenly she drew a pun fromtin; folds of her kimono and aimed it at themen. Instinctively they released Satsu. Agun in the hands of a woman is a fearsomething.
Satsu sprang through the doorway intothe inner room from which I had come.Holding the attacking force at bay, MimosaSan backed after him and closed the door.
They would go down the fire-escape upwhich I had come. That I knew: so whenJimmy and Moran darted after them, I cried:"Pier 2*>, East River."
We left Brayton guarding Anna. Howwell he guarded her you know. The pointof it was. I suppose, was that he was toobusy fondling his plans for the rifle sightto pay much attention to the thief thereof.
There was no room for Moran in Jimmy'scar, so we sent him back to reinforce Bray¬ton. However, what are two mere men Inthe hands of n beautiful Oastillan advenjturess?
Never shall I forpet that ride to Pier 25.I think we made most of it on one wheel.
We got there in time to see Satsu runningalong the end of the pier with Mimosa inhis arms. When he saw us coming he fairlyhurled hi r in{o the waiting launch andjumped after hen. Then ho stood In the endof (lie boat, with folded arms, defying uswith the fearlessness of a young Samurai.
Jimmy drew his gun. He rested It acrosshis left wrist and aimed carefully.
I eaught his arm. "T.et her have him. Wehave the plans," I said.
And the littlo launch bore Mimosa Sanher lover out across a wake ot moonlightto a new world.

(Another Adventure Next Week.)


